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\ WHEN THEY KNOW THE TRUTH!
¥ AN we much longer believe oft-repeated protests that it is the

peoples of the European nations who with heart and soul are
waging righteous war?*

“
Ry

as Bacond-Clasn Matter,

-

aboat their own imminent affairs, when news of the sinking of

5

jo, can we credit the assertion that government and peaple are
L as one ?

. It this policy of desperate deception obtuins in England what
gmual be the situation in Germany or in Rusaia where public desire for
ots Lumblos iteelf before authority ¥
L Feur to let a people know the truth about its own forfunes is the
_gravest admission of weakness a warring government can make. f
L It means that the people are not the war makers, |

e

It moans that the real war makers can get money (o carry on the
only by doctoring all news but news of victory.

It means that when the truth finds ite way to the toiling milliona

B9 bear the terrible burdens of this war, from fields, from eities unJ

wl throughout Europe, will go up one mighty, all-compelling ery
Fpouce.
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Orders placed In this country for munitions of war alone
total §200,000,000. Current communications from Eu- |
ropé to the United States invariably bagin: “Please ship"—.,

CATCH THE SPIRIT.

P NCOMING prosperity continues to roll up facts and figures.
Government departments are doing their best to get plain
truths into doubting heads. Fvery day, records of swelling
and quickening industry furnish dala to convince thc

A letter sent by Secretary of Commerce Redficld to Chambers
throughout the United States reminds the nation of

"s $60,000,000 excess of exports, reminds it that a $43,000,000
deficit in New York benk reserves has risen to a surplus
this month of nearly $18,000,000, reminds it that cotton has
fo move and that “on many sides mills are busy and factoriss

full time or overtime.”

K No cbearver of the large movementa ia our commerce to-
. @ay falls 1o recognise the great improvement that has been
*  mads in business conditions in the last few weeks and whick

8o such dark shadow before as
and the statement Is beginning
aad there that goods cannot be delivered ar
the factories are too busy.
. of it which 1s in arms and

© that which is at peace, s turning toward America for a large [
" portion of its supplies, and the phrase “Buy It in America” has

L oeme 10 have a potency that has hitherto beea lacking.

- But it's not enough to tell pedple that good times are coming.
9 resl start is made when they tell themaelves so,

‘ A

“] am & private of the privatest kind."—T. R.
Kind of progressive privacy?

HONEST BATHING.

HOWING school children how to take baths appears to be «
B recoguized duty of the city. Teachers are appointed for this
¥ purpose from the eligible lists like other teachers.
B An item—“Baths $20,000"—challenged in the budget hearing
: the Finance Committee of the Board of Aldermen, drow from
intendent Maxwell the admission that this money was paid not
ly % swimming instructors but to “other teachers who simply
t the pupils how to scrub (hemselves,”
i Why begrudge or belittle this branch of instruction ? Bathing ‘2
® Instinet. Nor are its rudiments taught in all homes, Under co-
it takes the form colloguially known as “a lick and & promise.”
ds the small boy to school with a shiny face—and a margin of
rbed grime that sets in just abeam of the ears, Wanhing only
i is & bad habit early acquired which persists in later life,
. The practice of honest bathing is one that (he public schools
B 8o much to foster. Tt is worth a few dollars to start the young
#he rvight track by insisting that necks must be clean all the way
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Reserve Bank Here Bwamped With Monoy. —Headline.
Maay othes beginners have looked for that swamp,

Hits From Sharp Wits,

it i the man who stands | that they carry off
Dafors the bulletin board | bring in.—Macon Telexrany *° "%
be is overworked.—Pilla- -l

et

It ssems & strange thing that the

/ |
2 When the British Government is afraid to lot Britons know the

t battleship is officially and dgliberately withheld from L
y anxious public which must produce more men, money l::ll

IKi‘Iit While You Wait cniatdiee By Maurice Ketten

Greatest Battles
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FoR THE VOTE

. . ° ‘.]
in War History
By Albert Payson Terhune

Ospyright, 1914, b The Prem Publishing Oo, (The New York Kvmisg World),
. No. 32—FLODDEN FIELD, Scotiand’s National Tragedy.
' B NOLAND and Scotland had for centuries been snarling at eash
l other across the borderline, From time to time the sleepless
bate would burst Inte open and murderous warfare.

- In 1613 England was at war with France. England's King
IHury VI, was on the Continent with the flower of his army. Thie ’
| seemed to the Beoteh a good time to wipe out old Injuries. James IV.

{ King of 8cotland, rallied his armies. The “flery cross” was flashed from
mountaia to mountain, and by thousands the flerce Highland clanamea
flocked to their monarch's ald.

Over the border Into England swarmed James and his host of Invaders. |
The Invasion spread consternation everywhere. Such English troops as _
were not in France were not mobllized. James seemed to stand a very
talr chanes of reaching London. But Instead of taking advantage of his
'fo("l weakness he wasted many preclous days in capturing fortress towms
in the north of England. This delay gave time for the Earl of Burrey tu
ralse an English army and hurry it north to oppose the Scotch advance.

The nrmies halted near each other, And, after the chivalrous old cus.
tom, Surrey sent James & formal challenge to bat
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James nccepted, and moved his army to Flodden Edg®s
I A Desperste among the Cheviot Hills, Burrey, by a clever mas
§ Manosuvrs. {  ,0uvre, marched the entire English army behind thé .

Heotoh; cutting off the lins of retreat to Scotland,

Thin move plnced both armies In tha utmost peril. Whichever should
be beaten would find itself separated from its base of supplies and its home-
wnrd journey barred by a victorious enemy. It was equivalent to strapping
two duellsts’ wrists together, .

The English drew up in four divisions In the plain below Flodden Edge,
the Scoleh massing on the hillside above them. On the afternoon of Bept. #,
1518, James gave signal for battle, The Scola’ first move was to set fire to
[ thelr own camps; so that a victory alone could save them from destruetion.
| Then, at 4 P, M., the fight bogan. It was over by 6.

The English opened the battle by a volley of arrows and of cannonading
The Seotch were for the most part impetuous Highlanders, whose only |dea
of wartare was hand-to-hand fighting. To them a half hour woa a long
time for a battle to wage. Thelr conflicls were usually declded in the firat
onrush, ®o, Instead of replying to the English long-range attack, they
dashed down the hill and hurled themselves upon thelr enemy.

The Scotch left wing—its vanguard made up of spearmen—bors down
upon one of the four English divisions and swept it off its feet, hurling the
whols column back in disorder and threatening to flank the remainder of
the English army. But Surrey's gavalry reserves brought the triumphant
charre to n halt, and siowly forced the victors backward,
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The Tragedy
of a Natlen,

By Roy L.

The Jarr Family

McCardell

Owpright, 1014 by The Mrem Pubushiag
T weemis as though I had
been away for yoars and
years!" cried Mra. Jarr,
as ahe kissed the chil-
dren, "Aren't you glad
to nee me, my darlings?"
“What did you bring us, Maw?"
asked the boy. “"What's In the pack-
age?"
“In it tandy?" nsked the little girl.
“Let me pos!"
The packages being opened and
rifled of several pounds of salt water
taffy and an slectrle light pistol and
& sand buby doll, the young Jarrs
consented to give sticky kisses and to
show thelr appreciation of the gifts
by starting to fight over them. Mre,
Jarr declared she muat have a cup of
tea, and that, after all, It was wall
worth leaving ones's home, even to
ride in & stolen automobile and to find
one's pelf at an all-the-year-round re-
sort without a thing to wear to get
back to one's loved ones.
“"We made our getaway just In
time,"” remarked Mr. Jarr. I saw
Harold Dogstory, thes press agent,
running along the platform after the
train. The whols bunch would have
besn ahoard with us, giving every-
thing away; only old Jared Smunk
blocked the way by atanding on his
head to read the train sign at the
gata’

“Somsthing tells me they will take
the next traln and deacend upon us,”
romarked Mrs. Jarr. "“Oh, dear!
Think of that awful Mrs, Bingle and
her dreadful little bow-legged boy!"

"“Who is the bow-legged little boy,
maw?' asked Master Jarr. “Gussle
Bepler's got a little brother with

e o » fuller a man gets the emptier his head
some offenses for which | becomen. . e @
s apologies, es-
will acoept & poor exouse. | Masoulinity In A woman is net

nearly so pronounced as effemin

¢ in a nn..—!"h!'ludslpm; Inquirer,
L L]

down to business.

:':? AL the sAm® | booorience teaches us, among other

things, that much of what we thought
:n had learned from observation isn't
rue,

e o
man cannot boast of blue
u%-un he should have
streak in make-up.
L) L] L]

) troudle about tidal waves is

L ] L] L ]

Most of us wouldn't do wh
think we would do in -nmher‘l.;u::.
~-Albany Journal.
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i stters From the Peaple

bow lega and he lets us run our
akatemoblles through "em. Couldn't |
have & bow-legged little brother, like
Gusaale Bepler's got? Couldn't 1,
maw? Irzy Blavinsky tries to make
his Nttle brother's lega bend, but they
won't!"”

“Yes, yeu! 1 want a bow-legged
little brother!" cried little Miss Jarr.
“They look so funny!"

“That will do, children!” cried Mra,
Jarr In empbatic tones. “If any
bow-lagged little boy is brought to
this housa | do not want you to ery
it 1 tell his mamma that ‘[ am sorry
but I can't entertaln her and ber
ohild,' " Taen she turned dismally to
Mr, Jarr. “"What do the Cackleberry
girls and Mrs, Blodger mean by in.
Aloting their dreadful friends on me?
Was that the doorbell?

But it wnen't the doorbell, It was

at orderly, there almost al
of The Beaning World: i M’lazﬂ’llm an=':ll -lllun w :
: 1P by | make things miserable ore
. &t our | and paraders alike, ‘o the

v It not aste oo to this o8 mare
e s By oot fun, Vhiah 18 8 Mot A O

O (The New York Evenlng Wesld),

Bnlth presented her compliments and
wished to know if Mra, Jarr could go
down town with her to the Holel 8t
Croesus,

“I'm mo tired!" Mrs, Jarr replisd.
But thenea thought struck her.
“"What's golng on?* she asked. She
wan Informed in full,

“I's a good excuso to be away In
cane tho Cackleberry girls and Mrs.
Blodger, their mother, and all that
awful erowd descend upon un!" Mra.
Jarr explained t+ Mr, Jarr, “If you
have gotten a ralse of salary I am not
Kolng to spend it on grocer'a bills to
foed company, 1 go to visit ugainst
my will for one day In Philadelphia
and that whole gang ls going to re-
turn the visit and stay for agea!”
Mra. Jarr was & true prophet. An
hour later the Cackleberry girls and
thelr mother arrived. And, accom-
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Part of Atlantic City

’s Population

Invade the Jarrs’ Harlem Domicile.
ff‘l‘r‘l‘f"fﬂ'l‘"I"f"l‘"fl'fl'l'"l“fﬂ'ﬂ'f"l‘fl‘f

panying them, were Mr, Jared Smunk,
his sister-in-law, the old veteran's
widow; Mrs. Bingle and little Hal-
loway Bingle, the bow-legged boy;
Mr. Bernard Blodger and Mr. Harold
Dogwtory, the press agent.

Mr. Jarr had gons down to his of-
fics, Mrs, Jarr was downtown at the
Hotel Bt. Croesus, and Gertrude,
much as she loved Interesting com-
pany, would have held the fort. But
when the Jarr children saw the bow-
legged littla boy they orled so up-
roarioualy that Gertrude was \rm-a
to a grudging hospitality,

Later, when Mr. Jared Smunk stnod
on his head to look down from the
front window at the busy street ba-
low, Master Willle Jarr was so en-
grossed In Imjtating him that Ger-
trude, the light running domestie,
wans forced to put thres extra leaves
in the dining room table, realizing
it would be & long slege, and the

Reflections of
a Bachelor Girl

By HelenABowland

A

the fuel,

friendly.

Capyright, 1014, by The Prem Publishing Co, (The New York Evesing Worid),

WOMAN's first kiss Is so sweet that, nowadays, most men are
willing to let It be the last.

_ Love Is & furnace In which the man buflds tRe fire, and for-
ever afterward expects the woman to keep it glowing, by supplying all

It Is dellcious to watch a honeymoon couple trying to behave as bored
and disagreeably toward one another as though they had been married s
whole year—and six months later Lo see them trying to appear perfectly

A woman has no code of honor, but acts according to her Intultion; a
man always has a code of honor, but acts according to his Inclination.

Jyst because you have divorced your husband is no reason you should
biand him as a pariah; think of all the things you llke and admire, Lut
would not care to have around the house,

Some poople have such good principles that they never uss them—
probably for fear of wearing them out,

No attractive bachelor ever survived a seasop of platonic Friendsbip
with a profeasional “man-hater’—and still remained a bachelor.

You have to belleve & man blindly in order to love him—but oh, how

the telephons. Mrs. Clara Mudridge-
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blindly you have to love him In order to believe him!

A kiss In time saves nine -nhugu.
4 :\. |

commissariat would be seversly
et
Warologues

By Alma Woodward

Copyright, 1914, The
(The New %. ;-f&':'. 'i".’.’lﬁ'}f" L

Beene—A dumbwaiier shaft In the moming,
(M. A, opens ler dumbwmiter door sl at-
bemits to whistle, The door below flies open o

smawer, )

MRB. A. (leaning out)—Hallo,
Carrie! Bay, what time did
you and Joe come In last

night? I phoned down at 10.3¢ and
Della sald you were out, Where'd you
go? Movies?

Mra. B. (disdaintully)—No, Weat to
the Elysium.

Mra. A. (slightly plqued)—Oh, you
did? How did you like It? I heard it
was punk.

Mrs. B. (Indignantly)—It was not!
It was grand! Why, llssen—Iin the
first act Helene, the wife, takes a bell-
rope and strangles her husband,
and——

Mrs. A. (hastlly)—Tell me sbout It
this nfternoon. I called you up last
night to tell you that I went to one
of the free markets yesterday and I
saved a bunch of money!

Mrs. B, (eagerly)—Honest? I've just
been walting for some one to go there

and tell me what It's like. What'd
you save?
Mrs. A. (becoming enthusiastic)—

Oh‘ I saved a plle of cash, really, Car-
rie! What | won't get out of my
housekeeping money now! Gee, It'l]
be & new hat avery coupls of weaks
for little Ethel, beliove me!

Mrs. B, (Impatientiy)—Waell, go on,
tell me!

Mrs. A.—Well, for Instance, I got
olghteen oranges for a quarter, my
dear. Just I.Jhlnk 0; R-—cisgtunl And
me paying Jones fifty a dosen right
along. And ten cents a head for
caullflower—ten cents—in thesse war
times, too! And look—put your head
out o lttle bit, Carrle—I got this ele-
gant plece of top sirioln for forty-two
cants. Isn't It grand? How'd you
cook it, eh?

Mrs. B, (slowly)—Well, let me ses,
I'd—

Nora C. (opening door)—8hure It'd
make a foine Irish stew, with praties
an' onlons an—

Mrs. D, (joining the commissary de-
partment)—8auerbraten, iss it! Boak
mitt vinegar for two days and den—

Mrs. EX (unable to resist the temp-
tation)—I1'd do It In & bit of & potple,
d::n;t you know?! It's rippia’ dope
w!th—

Mrs, F. (excitedly)—Ah, mon amls,
a bosuf a la mode, wiz mushrooms,
wis carrots, wis white wine, wi =

Mra. A. (enraged at the butters-in)
-~Nit on the entente cordiale! This
place is neutral. All of you forget it—

see? I'm neutral, is meat's
to be haah! dmbv.u
door),

Just as there Isn't ons barber n
all civillsation who'll cut our halr
just the way you want It cut, so like-
wise thers lsn't one—count 'em, ONE
~tailor on all the inhabitable globe

who'll make your trousers as long
at the bottoms and as high at the
waulstline as you, want '‘em muade, no
matter how much you may beg, im-
plore and beseech him.

Meantime, the Scotch right had assalled Sir Edward Stanley's Lanea-
shire nrchers. Agalnst the deadly hallstorm of arrows, the Scots could
make no headway, They could not even come to grips with their Lancashire
foes; hut were thrown Into confusion and retreat.

King Janmes of Scotland, with several thousand of his best Knights and
men-at-arms—the flower of the Beottish army—charged the English centre.
ITis warriors hacked a bloody path through the English ranks, James lead-
ing them. Cleaving the opposing lines of Knighta, James and his mailed
heroes fought thelr way through to where England’s Royal Standard waved:
through to within a spear's length of the Earl of Surrey himself. It was

one of the most brilllantly deaperate charges In the
¥ history of arms.
y As he rode at Surrey, sword In hand, James was
struck dead from his horse, No one knowa who slew
v him. A hundred Engliah Knights claimed credit for the
derd., His followers were surrounded and hemmed in, They would not
surrender, but fought until not one of that plcked band remained alive. The
rest of the Scotuh army fled, leaving 10,000 dead on the fleld. The English
loas was 7,000,
So Wags the World By Clarence L. Cullen
Copyright, 1914, by The Prem Publishing Co, (The New TYork Evenlsg Weld),
OST of the ambitious, coffes- mm’su‘i n‘:: hear a mm
stimulated folks who, on a|PY ~ve man <
don’ - w
brink, beautiful Sunday morn- m':,:nu:‘f &?:d.,-}f":°h'n?":: “Io
ing In sutumn, start out to walk “atthat any rlﬂlll newsboy really
least ten milea” In the park or in|could give him cards and spades as to
the country—most of ‘em, or us, walk | th® Propsr way to run bis business.
nearly & mile and a quarter before “1 wish womea wouldn't unbosom
they—or us—begin to rubber for the|themselves to me about the short-
nearest trolley car. cominga of thelr husbands,” a bright
woman sald to us recently, "If you
agree with what they say about their
husbands they Immediately resent it
and practically accuss you of being
what men call a 'knooker,” whereas
if you are orasy enough to attempt to
defend their husbands from thelr im-
putations, why the sllly creatures in-
stantly freese with susplolon and
Imagine that you're ‘after’ thelr poor,
defeotive spouses!"

The unmarried woman who, because .
some one no-account man has played -
hayr a sourvy trick, lumps a men to-
gother in her embittered roasting of
the male tribe (an't & winsoms party
to meet up with—and you don't meet
up with her twice if you see har first,
Why ls it, by the way, that widown
rarely or never pan the male biped
in their talk? And some widows have
had' a hard deal from their defunct
men folks, too,

Over In the Pocono Mountaln sec-
tlon of Pennsylvania a month or so
ago-—just three hours from New
York—we saw, in the course of a
motor ride or two, at least a hundred
thousand bushels of fine, large winter
applea rotting on the ground. The
farmers salde it wouldn't pay them to
pick the apples up. Yet you have to
pay at least a nickal for only a falely
decent eating apple In New York.

} The May Manton Fashions !

HATEVER
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Pattern o. 8478—QIrl's Dross, 10 to 14 Years.
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